Ladies florning Musical Club 
RITZ-CARLTON HOTEL, MONTREAL 
Thursday, November 10, 1938 


11 a.m. 


EMMY HEIM, Soprano 
SIR ERNEST MACMILLAN at the Piano 


I 


Coll. by Reimann Old German Spiritual Songs 


O Heiland, reiss die Himmel auf — 1623 
Sei nur still — 1640 

Der Jaeger geistlich — 1589 

Ein alter Lobgesang von Christi Himmelfahrt 


II 


Schubert Naturgenuss 
Der Werweiser 
Lachen und Weinen 


Gustav Mahler Fruehlingsmorgen 
Nicht Wiedersehen 
Um schlimme Kinder artig zu machen 


Ill ae? 


Mozart Die Warnung 

Beethoven Mit einem Gemalter Band | 
Schumann Schneegloeckchen 
W olf Selbstgestandnis 


Next Thursday, November 17, 11 a.m., TAMARA BLIss, pianist, 
ARTHUR DAVISON, violinist. 


Lieder — Translation 


I 


Old German Spiritual Songs 


© Heiland, Reiss Die Himmel Auf 


O Lord, rend the Heavens asunder, fling wide the 
gates, tear off all locks and bolts; come down from 
Heaven. 

O Earth you shall blossom, all mountains and fields 
shall grow green. O Earth, bring forth new buds. O Lord, 
rise from the Earth. 

Then shall we be thankful, O Lord. We shall glorify 
you and bless you ever and ever again. 


Amen, 
Sei Nur Still 
Be still my soul and wait on God. Be still, my soul, the sun may rise 
He knows all your cares and burdens. Ere you know it, on your morrow 
He can banish scourge and rod, Onward bravely to the skies; 
Bring you joy and honour’s guerdon, Cast away complaint and sorrow. 
All must follow on His will, Think all follows on His will, 
Soul, be still. Soul, be still. 


Der Jaeger Geistlich 


A huntsman wished to hunt near Heaven’s throne. 
Whom did he meet there? Mary, the pure sweet Virgin. 

The huntsman blows a note on his little horn. How 
lovely it sounds! 

Mary, O gentle Virgin, you are blessed by the Lord. 
Greetings to you, Mary! O Thou blessed Virgin, Thou 
shalt bear a little Child.” 

Mary, the pure and lowly, kneeling she prayed to God: 
“Thy will be done.” 


Ein Altes Lobgesang Von Christi Himmelfahrt 


om Christ, the King of Honour is risen, 
us Allelujah. 
t . Let us sing to praise Him. 
Let us sing to glorify Him, 
Allelujah. 


II 


Schubert — Naturgenuss 


At twilight the silver spring is murmuring through the purple shade of flowers. 
The poplar’s ever changing green is whispering over it. 

I look round about me, but my thoughts travel higher. 

State and gold and fame are as toys. O Nature, in your Sanctuary. 

The foreboding of Heaven overwhelms us, if we understand your sound of love. 
To cling to your breast, OQ Nature, gives heavenly joy. 


Der Wegweiser 


Why forsake the beaten highways, 
Where the other wanderers go? 
Wherefor seek the hidden byways, 
Thro’ untrodden mountain snow? 


There is none whom I have injured, 
That I so avoid mankind. 

’Twas but folly that I ventured 
Thro’ these wilds a path to find. 


Lachen Und Weinen 


Laughing and weeping, unmindful of season, 
Love and love only can tell you a reason— 
At the dawn I am gay; 
But why tears should be flowing 
When the sunset is glowing 

I myself cannot say. 

I myself cannot say. 


Gustav Mahler — Fruhlingsmorgen 


A tap on the window from linden boughs 
With blossoms heavy inclining— 
“Come out! Come out! 
How can you still drowse ? 
The sun is up and shining ! 
“Come out ! Come out !” 


Nicht Weidersehen 


“And now farewell my dearest love, 
I have to go away. 

Next summer I am coming back 
And then with you will stay. 
Farewell, farewell, my dearest love.’’ 


And when the youth came back again, 
He asked about his dear. 
“‘Where is my sweetheart home I left, 


Um Schlimme Kinder Artig Zu Machen 


There came a knight a-riding late, 
He rode right to the castle gate 
(ku-ku-kuk !) ku-ku-kuk !) 
There spied a lady looking out 
Who said, “My lord is not about 
And no one here but children three 
And maidens washing on the lea !’’ 
The knight upon his horse so proud 
His helmet doffed and called aloud 
(ku-ku-kuk, etc.) 


There’s a post at every crossing, 
Showing how to find the town, 
Far beyond their ken I’m passing 
Seeking rest and finding none. 


Yet I see a guidepost standing 
Evermore before my face, 

To a path my feet commanding 
That no trav’ler can retrace. 


Laughing and weeping, unmindful of season, 
Love and love only can tell you the reason. 
Sore I wept as night fell, 
But the morning thereafter, 
Why, I waken with laughter. 

O heart, thou only cans’t tell. 

O heart, thou only cans’t tell. 


“The lark is awake, the bushes stir 

And bees and buzzing cockchafer, 
Come out ! Come out! 

And thy joyous true-love 

Have I seen from afar. 
Come out, long sleeper ! 
Long sleeper, come out !” 


With yearning and with sorrow 
On you she had relied. 


“Now I will go to find her grave 

And I shall loudly cry, 

Shall call until I am assured % 
I heard her sweet reply.”’ 


“O sweetheart open your deep grave; 
You never hear the birds again 


“These children are they bad or good, 

Do they obey as children should ! 

In my great sack are many toys 

For good, obedient girls and boys !” 

The lady said, “A naughty brood’! f 

They don’t obey as children should !” 
(ku-ku-kuk, etc.) 

Then said the knight, “I'll ride away 

Such children get no toys to-day !” 

Away he rode on horse so white 

Far from the castle, out of sight ! 


Mozart — Die Warnung 


Youth always likes to nibble, 

If left alone. 

Maidens are easy to entrap 

if one knows how to catch them unawares. 


Could this surprise you? 
Maidens are full of life. 
And nibbling tastes so good. 


Beethoven — Mit Einem Gemalten Band 


Tiny flowers, tiny leaves, ; 
Strewn lightly on a delicate ribbon 
By the Godesses of Spring. 


O, Zephyr, take the ribbon on thy wing, 
Wind it about the robe of my beloved. 

In all her joy she steps before the mirror, 
Sees herself encircled with flowers, 


Schumann — Schneegloeckchen 


III 


Yet nibbling before eating 

Spoils the meal. 

Some, there were, who forgot this and lost their 
treasure. 

Yes, and even lost their sweethearts. 


Parents, let this be a warning. 
It is better to lock up the sweets, ; 
And also to lock up the sweet young girls. 


Herself a tender bud. 
One glance, beloved, 
And I have received my reward. 


Ah, feel what this heart offers. 
Only give me your hand, 

And that which holds us 

Will be more binding 

Than a delicately painted ribbon. 


Last night in soft persistent showers 


The snowflakes fell, 
Now they remain on 
Each flake a bell. 


earth as flowers 


O snowdrop do you ring the message 


We long to hear? 


Your tiny bells should surely presage 


The spring’s return. 


Oh yes! the sleepy woods are waking 


To deck her shrine, 


For once again her breath is making 


The earth divine 


Brahms — Standchen 


Good evening, my love, and good evening, my dear, 
Good evening, my dear— 

I come for love of thee 

So lift the latch for me, 

Prithee, lift the latch, lift the latch, 

Lift the latch for me. 


My door it is bolted, I'll not let thee in, 
Tl not let thee in. 

Mother, she spoke the truth, 

Should’st thou come in forsooth, 

All were o’er with me. 


Wolf — Selbstgestandnis 


I am mother’s only child, you see, 

And as no others came after me. 

There might have been more, say six or seven, 
All that they might have had, to me was given; | 
All her love and goodness were showered upon me, 


For a whole half dozen was 


Ne’er will I, whilst I live, forget it: | 
It would not have hurt me, there is no doubt, 
If I had been whipped for all six together. } 


" 


The night is so cold, the wind is so wild, 
The wind is so wild, 

Soon will it freeze my heart 

Then will my love depart, 

Let me in, dear child. 


If it should go, let thy love begone, 
Thy love begone, 

That it should go were best, 

Go home to bed, to rest, 

So, good night, my lad. 


I thus petted, 


